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THE  QUAKERS,  A  TALE; 

TO  A  FLY  DROWNED  IN  A  BOWL  OF  PUNCH ; 
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ODE  TO  MACMANUS ,  TOWNSEND,  AND  JEALOUS , 

THE  THIEF-TAKERS  ; 

TO  CiELIA. — TO  A  PRETTY  MILLINER.— TO  THE  FLEAS 
OF  TENERIFFE. — TO  STR  WILLIAM  HAMILTON.— TO 
MY  CANDLE,  bV.  bV.  bV. 
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PETER  PINDAR ,  Esq. 


Yes,  let  us  ftrike  the  Lyre,  and  fing,  and  rhyme  ; 
“  By  far  the  wifeft  Way  of  fpending  Time.” 

So  fays  Anacreon,  my  dear  Kien  Long; 

Let  Britain  then,  and  China,  hear  our  Song. 


Ara,  j3ae(3iToi/  Sovvicruy  Anacreon. 
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TO  THE 


EMPEROR  OF  CHINA, 


DEAR  KIEN  LONG, 

At  length  an  opportunity  prefents  itfelf  for 
converging  with  the  fecond  Potentate  upon 
earth,  George  the  Third  being  moft  undoubt¬ 
edly  the  firft ,  although  he  never  made  verfes. 
Thy  praifes  of  Moukden,  thy  beautiful  little 
Ode  to  Tea,  &c.  have  afforded  me  infinite  de¬ 
light  ;  and  to  gain  my  plaudit ,  who  am  rather 
difficult  to  pleafe,  will,  I  affure  thee,  be  a  fea¬ 
ther  in  thy  imperial  cap. 

Principibus  placuijje  viris,  non  ultima  laus  ejl . 

Praife  from  a  Bard  of  my  poetic  fpirit, 

Proclaims  indeed  no  fmall  degree  of  merit. 

/ 

Excufe  this  piece  of  egotifm- — it  is  natural,  and 
juftified  by  the  fublimeft  authorities.  What  fa$& 
Virgil  ? 


cc  TPentancla  via  ejl  qua  me  quoque  pojjim 
cc  TTolIere  humo ,  viftorque  virum  volitare  per  ora.' 


What, 
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What,  likewife,  Lucretius  ? 

' 

tc  Infignemque  meo  capiti  petere  inde  coronam 
u  Unde  prius  nulli  velarunt  tempora  MujaU 

What,  alfo,  Ovid  ? 

u  yamque  opus  exegi ,”  &c. 

What,  moreover,  Horace  ? 

u  Exegi  monumentnm  cere  perennius &c. 

What,  Ennius  ? 

a  Nemo  me  lacrumeis  decoret  nec  funera  fietu”  &c. 

What,  again,  the  great  Father  of  Poetry,  Homer, 
in  his  delightful  Hymn,  that  fome  impudent 
Scholiafts  declare  he  never  wrote  ? 

—  rt?  & vj/,^ v  arrig  AOIAI2N 

;  aou  tzu  rifirzcr^e  /AccXiru  ; 

T unrig*  hwu  oz  in  Tra.iTCu'KoiaaYi* 

TS  TCUUUl  [AST O'ttHjijEV  UPlFEViiCrtV  AoiS'uU 

which,  with  a  few  preceding  lines  omitted  in  the 
quotation*  I  thus  a  little  paraphraftically  and 
beautifully  tranflate  : 

Should  C  uriosity  at  times  enquire 

Who  ftrikes  with  fweetell:  art  the  Muse’s  lyre  ; 

This  be  thine  anfwer — tc  A  poor  man,  ftark  blind  ; 

An  aged  minftrel  that  at  Chios  dwells, 

Who  fells  and  fings  his  works,  and  fings  and  fells, 

And  leaves  all  other  poets  far  behind.” 

So  much  for  my  profound  learning  in  defence 
of  egotifm  ;  for  where  is  the  man  that  does  not 
rank  himfelf  among  ft  his  own  admirers? 


2 


Now 


r  3  ] 


/ 

Now  to  the  point. — As  Lord  Macartney, 
with  his  moft  fplendid  retinue,  is  about  ;o  open 
a  trade  with  thee,  in  the  various  articles  of  tin, 
blankets,  woollen  in  general,  &c.  &c.  in  favour 
of  the  two  Kingdoms  ;  why  might  not  a  literary 
commerce  take  place  between  the  Great  Kie^ 
Long,  and  the  no  lefs  celebrated  Peter  Pin¬ 
dar  ?  Thou  art  a  man  of  rhymes — and  fo  am 
I.  Thou  art  a  genius  of  uncommon  verfatility — 
fo  am  I.  Thou  art  an  enthufiail  to  the  Mufe&— 
fo  am  I.  Thou  art  a  lover  of  novelty — fo  am 
I.  Thou  art  an  idolater  of  Royalty — fo  am  I. 
With  fuch  congeniality  of  mind,  in  my  God’s 
name,  and  thine ,  let  us  furprize  the  world  with 
an  interchange  of  our  lucubrations,  both  for  its 
improvement  and  delight.  And  to  {hew  thee 
that  I  am  not  a  literary  fwindler,  unable  to  repay 
thee  for  goods  I  may  receive  from  thy  Imperial 
Majefty,  I  now  tranfmit  fpecimens  of  my  talents, 
in  Ode,  Ballad,  Elegy,  Fable,  and  Epigram. 


I  am,  dear  Kien  Long, 

\ 

Thy  humble  Servant  and  brother  Poet, 

P.  PINDAR. 
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I 


ODES  TO  KIEN  LONG. 


O  D  E  I. 

— — u— fchw  lm  iiit  K9 


Peter  complimenteth  Kien  Long  ZA  poetical  talent , 
condemneth  the  want  of  literary  tajle  in  JVejlern 
Kings. 

Dear  Emp'ror,  Prince  of  Poets,  noble  Eard, 
Thy  brother  Peter  fendeth  thee  a  card, 

To  fay  thouNart  an  honour  to  the  times— 

Yes,  Peter  telleth  thee,  that  for  a  King, 

Indeed  a  mofi:  extraordinary  thing, 

Thou  really  makeft  very  charming  rhimes. 

Witnefs  thy  Moukden  *,  which  we  all  admire; 

Witnefs  thy  pretty  little  Ode  to  Tea, 

Compos’d  when  Tipping  by  thy  Tartar  fire ; 

Witnefs  thy  many  a  madrigal  and  glee. 

Believe  me,  venerable,  good  Kien  Long, 

Vaft  is  my  pleafure  that  the  Mufe’s  fong 

Divinely  foundeth  through  thy  Tartar  groves  ; 

Still  greater,  that  the  firjl  of  Eaflern  Kings 
Should  praife  in  rhime  the  Tartar  vales  and  fprings, 

And  pay  a  tuneful  tribute  to  the  Loves. 

*  A  favourite  City  of  the  Emperor. 

Yet 
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Vet  how  it  hurts  my  claffic  foul,  to  find 
Some  Weftern  Kings  to  poetry  unkind  ! 

What  though  they  want  the  fkill  to  make  a  riddle. 
Charade,  or  rebus,  or  conundrum  ; — ftili 
Thofe  Kings  might  fhew  towards  them  fome  good  will, 
And  nobly  patronife  Apollo’s  fiddle. 

But  no — the  note  is,  C£  How  go  fheep  a  (core  ? 

w  What,  what’s  the  price  of  bullock  ?  how  fells  lamb  ? 
a  I  want  a  boar,  a  boar,  I  want  a  boar ; 

tc  I  want  a  bull,  a  bull,  1  want  a  ram.” 

Whereas  it  fhould  be  this— u  I  want  a  Bard, 

“  To  cover  him  with  honour  and  reward.” 

Kings  deem,  ah  me  !  a  grunting  herd  of  fwine 
Companions  fweeter  than  the  tuneful  Nine  ; 
Preferring  to  Fame’s  dome,  a  hog-flye’s  mire; 

The  roar  of  oxen  to  Apollo’s  lyre. 

“  Lord  !  is  it  poflible  ?”  I  hear  thee  groan— 

Kien  Long,  ’tis  true  as  thou  art  on  thy  throne  ; 

For  fouls  like  thine,  ’tis  natural  to  doubt  it— 
Macartney  can  inform  thee  all  about  it. 

ODE  II. 


More  Compliments  to  the  Emperor — A  Diff'ertation  on 
Thrones,  and  Kings  and  Queens — A  very  proper 
Attack  on  the  French  Revolutionijls — The  Fate  of  poor 
Religion,  prophefied—Alfo ,  of  his  Flolinefs  the  Pope 
—More  Lamentations  on  degraded  Royalty. 

0'  t  Y  '  . 

THOU  art  a  fecond  Atlas,  great  Kien  Long  ; 
Supporting  half  th’  unwieldy  globe,  fo  flrong  ; 

But, 


] 


But,  Lord  !  what  pigrnyfculs  to  empire  rife  ! 
Unconfcious  of  its  glorious  frame,  the}  .cep — 
Now  jifft  like  mice  from  pyramids  that  peep, 
Thinking  a  hole’s  a  hole,  where’er  it  lies- 

Fortune  has  too  much  pow’r  in  this  fame  world— 
Things  are  too  often  topfv-turvy  hurl’d  ! 

A  bug  condemn’d  to  fly  that  fcarce  can  crawl ; 

A  maggot  taken  from  his  little  nut, 

(There  by  the  great  All-wise  moft  wifely  put) 
To  grovel  ’midft  the  grandeur  of  St.  Paul  ! 

Unluckily  moft  thrones  are  plac’d  fo  high, 

That  Kings  can  fcarce  their  loving  fubjedts  fpy, 
Hopping  beneath  them,  like  fo  many  crows  ; 
Which  fubjedts  have  in  France  been  taking 
Great  liberties  in  ladder-making, 

To  get  up  nearer  to  the  royal  nofe. 

Thus  wrens  e:*e  long  their  pigmy  pow’rs  will  try  ; 
And,  turning  to  the  clouds  their  little  eye, 

Aim  to  arreft,  by  frequent  daring  flights, 

Their  elder  brothers  of  the  Ikies,  the  Kites  ! 

And  yet  I  hate  a  Fool  upon  a  throne — 

We  have  been  happy  hitherto,  thank  God  ; 
How  boys  wTould  burft  with  laughter,  ev’ry  one, 
Were  ;?z2/z>£,?y-fchooIrnafters  to  hold  the  rod ! 

Yet  much  more  mifchief  follows  royal  fools, 

As  realms  are  on  a  larger  fcale  than  fchools — ■ 
Fh’  Americans  provide  againft  all  this: 
Which  certain  Gentlefolk  take  much  amifs  ! 

And  then  again,  the  wives  of  glorious  Kings, 

In  generofity,  and  fucb-Iike  things, 

And  temper  mild,  who  well  themfelves  demean, 
Are  for  the fubjedl  a  rare  happy  matter; 

And  let  me  fay  indeed,  who  fcorn  to  flatter, 

W e  Britons  are  muft  lucky  in  a  ^uecn. 


Of  humbling  their  fuperiors,  folks  feem  fond. 

And  treating  Monarchs  as  fo  many  logs  ; 

Whereas  it  is  in  Courts,  as  in  a  pond, 

Some  hfh,  fome  frogs. 

Thus  do  the  rebel  foes  of  Sovereigns  cry, 

Rending  with  vile  difloyalty  the  fky  : 

u  When  will  the  lucky  day  be  born  that  brings 
4C  A  bridle  for  the  infolence  of  Kings  ? 

u  Too  Ho  wly  moves,  alas  !  the  loitering  hour! 

«  When  will  thofe  Tyrants  ceafe  to  fancy  Man 
“  A  fawning  dog  in  Providence’s  plan, 

u  Ordain’d  to  lick  the  blood-flain’d  rod  of  Pow’r  r” 

Kings  have  their  faults  undoubtedly,  and  many — 

The  man  who  contradidls  me,  is  a  Zany. 

Some  rob,  fome  kill,  fome  cheat,  fome  cringe  and  beg  ; 
Curfl  with  an  av’rice,  fome  would  {have  an  egg. 

And  yet,  with  ail  their  fms,  I  drop  a  tear 
On  what  Pm  daily  forc’d  to  fee  and  hear. 

Great  is  the  change  of  late  !  fuch  horrid  fcenes, 

Such  little  rev’rence  both  for  Kings  and  Queens  ! 

Thus  cry  the  Frenchmen,  feldom  over-nice — 
u  We  want  no  scepter’d  plunderers  of  States; 
a  Out  with  them — -folly  to  maintain  more  cats 
cc  Than  capable  of  catching  mice. 

cc  Death  to  their  parafites — we’ll  have  no  more 
tc  Leeches  that  fuck  the  heart’s  blood  of  the  poor. 
u  Down  with  Dukes,  Earls,  and  Lords,  thofe  Pagan 

“  7#j- 

u  Palle  gods  ! — away  with  Ears,  and  firings,  and 

u  erodes  !” 

The  French  are  very  wicked,  I  declare; 

They  raife  upoA  one’s  head,  one’s  very  hair; 


'  So  much  thofe  fellows  Majefty  abufe — ■ 

Of  Royalty  the  purple  robe  fo  grand, 

Which  feizes  the  deep  rev’rence  of  a  land, 

They  to  a  malkin  turn,  to  wipe  their  (hoes. 

®c  Out  with  State-pickpockets  !”  they  cry  aloud  : 

<c  Death  to  the  rav’nous  eagles,”  cries  the  crowd, 
w  That  happy  hover  o’er  a  People’s  groan; 
tc  Thieves,  in  the  plunder  of  an  empire  dreft  ; 

“  Flatt’ry’s  vile  carrion  flies,  on  Kings  that  feaft ; 
u  Rank  bugs  that  fhelter  in  the  wood  of  thrones  ! 

*’  i 

“  The  Dustman  in  his  cart  that  hourly  Haves, 

“  Drawn  by  an  afs,  the  partner  of  his  toils, 

<c  Tow’rs  far  fuperior  to  thofe  tided  knaves, 

“  In  coaches  glitt’ring  with  a  kingdom’s  fpoils  !” 

The  old  Jic  volo,  that  with  thund’ring  found. 

Rous’d  all  the  Provinces  of  France  around, 

(And  if  great  things  we  may  compare  to  fmalk 
Juft  like  the  boatfwain’s  whiftle,  that  makes  fkip 
The  jovial  fellows  of  a  fhip) 

This  great  sic  volo  is  not  heard  at  all — 

To  humbler  phrafes  chang’d  by  fome  degrees  ; 

“  With  your  good  leave,  Meftieurs” — cc  Sirs,  if  you 
pleafe.” 

Yes,  favage  are  the  French  to  Kings  and  Quality; 
Void  of  good  manners,  common  hofpitality— 

Barb’rcus,  they  dog-like  wifti  to  pick  their  bones  : 
Make  juft  as  much  of  Dukes  as  of  a  duck, 

(Nobility  has  therefore  fhccking  luck) 

And  dafh  an  infant  Prince  sgainft  the  ftones. 

Thus  butchers  calmly  ftick  a-  fufcking  pig, 

And  o’er  a  bleeding  lambkin  hum  a  jig. 

Religion  too  is  in  a  deep  decline. 

Her  vot’ries  treated  like  a  herd  of  fwine, 

C 
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Rich  reliques  look'd  upon  as  rotten  lumber  ! 

Who  will  be  canoniz'd  for  frightening  devils. 

For  bringing  back  loft  limbs,  and  curing  evils, 

Scald  heads,  wry  necks,  and  rickets  beyond  number, 

Without  a  draught,  a  bolus,  or  a  pill. 

That  of  redoubted  Doctors  foil  the  f&ill  ? 

Religion,  who  in  France  fome  years  ago, 

Made  in  rich  fiiks  fo  wonderful  a  fhow, 

So  us'd  with  all  the  pride  of  curls  to  charm. 

Is  now,  poor  foul,  oblig’d  to  beg  her  bread, 

With  fcarce  a  cap  or  ribbon  to  her  head, 

Or  woollen  petticoat  to  keep  her  warm. 

Ah  !  finking  faft,  'tis  thought  fhe  may  expire  ; 

Her  whips  demolifti’d,  and  extindb  her  fire, 

Her  pincers  broken,  fnapp’d  in  twain  her  cleaver, 

1  hat  flogg’d,  that  burnt  a  fmner  to  falvation, 

Roajhng  away  the  foul's  adulteration, 

And  chopp’d  and  pinch’d  him  to  a  true  Believer 

No  longer  are  her  priefts  to  be  maintain'd — 

T  hus  is  that  horrid  beaft  the  DevT  unchain’d, 

That  roaring  Bull  at  once  his  triumph  fhows — 

For,  if  not  paid,  what  priefts  will  prove  their  might, 
Fight  the  good  fight. 

And,  iike  ftaunch  bull-dogs,  nail  him  by  the  nofe  l 

Death  and  the  Dev’l,  the  finutty  rogue,  and  Sin, 
A  pretty  junto,  are  upon  the  grin; 

Hoping  to  ///  the  dark  infernal  hole, 

If  all  the  priefts  refufe  to  help  a  foul — • 

That  moft  important  conteft  then  is  o'er ; 

Full  Dev’l,  pull  Parson,  will  be  feen  no  more. 

Yes,  at  her  wounded  pow’r  Religion  faints  ; 

AUs  !  no  more' old  bones  dial!  make  new  Saints; 


No 
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No  more  {hall  Lent,  lean  Lady,  cry  her  fifh ; 

No  more  fhall  dices  of  the  crofs  be  courted  ; 

Defpis’d  the  manger  that  our  Lord  fupported, 

His  facred  pap-fpocn,  and  the  Virgin’s  difh. 

No  abfolutions,  like  potatoes,  fold ; 

No  purgatory-fouls  redeem’d  by  gold  : 

No  more  in  cloth  of  gold,  and  red-heel’d  {hoes, 

Bag  -wig  and  fword,  a  mob  the  Saviour  *  views — 

Sold  no  certificates  +  of  p-ood  behaviour, 

1  O  J 

To  fhow  the  Lord,  the  Virgin,  and  that  Saviour. 

No  more  {hall  Miracle  obtain  applaufe, 

Laugh  at  old  Time,  and  break  Dame  Nature’s  laws  ; 

No  more  dead  herrings  fill’d  with  life  and  motion#- 
Leap  from  the  frying-pan,  and  fwim  the  ocean. 

Soon  may  this  wicked  Spirit  fteal  to  Rome, 

And  poifon  ev’ry  facred  dome  ; 

P.eliques  be  kick’d  and  mock’d  by  many  a  giber— 

The  Pontiff  to  the  very  workhoufe  brought, 

Or,  what  could  never  have  been  thought, 

Plump’d  with  his  triple  crown  into  the  Tyber : 

There  may  we  view  him  fiound’ring  wild  about, 

With  not  a  Saint  he  dubb’d  to  pull  him  out : 

The  fair  chaffe  quills,  from  angel  wings  procur’d, 

Be  turn’d  to  ufes  not  to  be  endur’d  ; 

To  villain  pens,  inftead  of  crow-quills  cut, 

T o  draw  lewd  figures,  and  deliver  fmut : 

H  Once  a  year  this  jlie  mummery  is  exhibited  in  France,  and  in 
other  Romifh  countries. 

{•  In  fome  part  of  Ruflia,  narrow  flips  of  paper,  in  form  of  a  ribbon, 
confecrated  by  the  Biihop,  are  fold  for  about  three-pence-a-piece,  and 
bound  about  the  heads  of  dying  people.  They  are  certificates  of  their 
good  behaviour.  The  inscription  on  each  is  as  follows  : — <c  To  old 
“  God  Almighty,  to  young  God  Almighty,  and  young  God  Almighty’s 
“  Mama — this  is  tp  certify  that  the  bearer  hereof  died  a  good  Chrif- 
“  fan.” 

C  2  Melted 
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Melted  the  Church’s  facred  plate  to  mugs, 

To  candlellicks,  to  punch-ladles,  and  jugs  j 
To  porringers  the  pipes  *  of  facred  tunes, 

And  filver  Chrifts  to  canifters  and  fpoons. 

Phials  that  held  of  faints  the  fullering  fighs, 

Seen  by  the  dimmed:  of  believing  eyes, 

Lo,  to  the  meanefi:  offices  {hall  fink — 

Plold  aquafortis ,  or  reviling  ink  ! 

The  Virgin’s  gowns  and  garters,  {lockings,  fhoes, 
Sold  to  her  enemies,  perhaps,  the  Jews — 

Her  paint,  curls,  caps,  hoop,  gauzes,  muffin,  lace, 
Sold  to  trick  harlots  for  a  rogue’s  embrace  ! 

Now  to  di  floyal  mongrels  we  return, 

That  bark  at  Kings,  and  for  confuhon  burn. 

How  have  our  mighty  Monarchs  been  brought  down  ! 
Trod  in  the  dufr,  like  fome  old  wig,  the  Crown  ! 

The  Wearers — fome  confin’d  in  jails  fo  dread ; 
Some  {hot — fome  poifon’d  with  as  much  fang-froid. , 

As  though  the  Mob  had  merely  been  employ’d 
To  knock  a  thieving  polecat  on  the  head. 

In  birth  the  Public  fees  no  kind  of  merit! 

Think  of  the  prefent  equalizing  fpirit  ! 

Amidft  the  populace  how  rank  it  fprings  ! 

Nay,  from  the  palaces  the  Virtues  fly, 

While  boldly  entering  from  their  beaflly  {lye, 

The  vulgar  Passions  rulh  to  pig  with  Kings  ! 

*  Of  the  Organs. 


ODE 
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ODE  III. 


*The  Poet  fweetly  reproveth  the  Emperor  for  neglecting 
to  turn  a  penny  in  an  honejl  zuay ,  and  demonjlrateth  the 
inconveniency  of  Generofty — proving  that  a  mind  on 
a  broad  fcale  may  be  productive  of  narrow  circum- 
fiances. 

GREAT  KING,  thou  never  educate#  fwine, 

Nor  take#  goflins  under  thy  tuition 3 
Nor  boardefl  by  the  week  thy  neighbour’s  kine, 

Like  Pharoah’s — that  is,  in  a  lean  condition. 

Nor  do#  thou  cut  down  palaces  to  pens, 

Nor  fendeft  unto  market  cocks  and  hens  3 
Nor  to  a  butcher  felled  pork  and  beef : 

Nor  wool  nor  egg  merchant,  O  King,  art  thou  3 
Nor  do#  thou  watch  the  girl  who  milks  the  cow, 

F or  fear  the  girl  might  lip,  and  prove  a  thief  3 

Nor  fetteft  traps  to  fave  thy  fowls  and  eggs. 

And  catch  thy  loyal  iubjecls  by  the  legs. — * 

Nor  do#  thou  go  a  Jh opping ,  mighty  King  3 
I  know  that  thou  defpifejt  fuch  a  thing  3 

Yes,  to  expofe  fuch  meannefs  thou  art  loath — 

Thou  fcorn’ft  to  pride  thyfelf  on  buying  cheap, 

And  for  fome  trifle  a  huge  pother  keep, 

An  ounce  of  blackguard  f ,  cr  a  yard  of  cloth. 

Nor  doll  thou  (which  fome  people  may  deem  flrange) 

Send  Pages  with  a  halfpenny  for  change  3 

t  A  coarfe  fnuff,  fo  emphatically  called. 

Nor 
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Nor  doft  thou  (which  would  be  a  crying  firt] 

Cheat  of  his  dues  the  Parfon  of  Pe-kin. 

* 

Thy  mind  was  form’d  upon  an  ampler  fcale  : 

Each  thought  is  generofity — a  whale  : 

Not  a  poor  lprat  to  dunghills  to  be  hurl’d — 

Thy  foul  a  dome  illum’d  by  Grandeur’s  rays. 

That  o’er  thy  mighty  empire  calls  a  blaze  ; 

A  beacon  to  inform  a  world* 

But,  ah !  Kien  Long,  thou  never  wilt  be  rich. 

If  generofity  thy  heart  bewitch  i 

What  fays  Economy  ?  “  Let  fubjedts  groan— 
c£  Let  Misery’s  howl  be  mufic  to  thine  ear — 
cc  Yes,  let  the  widow’s  and  the  orphan’s  tear 
cc  Fall  printlefs  on  thy  heart  as  on  a  Itone.” 

The  fouls  of  many  kings  are  vulgar  entries. 

With  not  a  rulhlight  ’midll  the  difmal  winding  , 

A  long,  dark,  dangerous,  dreary  way,  pall  finding — 
Hypocrisy  and  Meanness  the  two  fentries. 

Ambition,  that  on  riches  calls  its  eyes, 

Mounts  on  the  tempell  of  a  People’s  fighs  / 

O  Emp'ror,  Generosity’s  a  fool — 

She  wants  advice  from  faving  Wisdom’s  fchool. 

Look  at  a  finding  field  of  grafs  : 

Nothing  can  eat  it  out,  nor  horfe  nor  afs. 

Provided  that  you  put,  to  fpare  the  feall, 

A  padlock  on  the  mouth  of  ev’ry  beall. 

Thus,  muzzle  but  thy  palace  now  and  then, 

Thou  wilt  be  wealthy  among  fcepter’d  men. 

Invite  not  a  whole  Million  f  to  thine  hunt: 

Thy  purfe  with  fuch  a  heavy  weight  would  grunt. 

t  This  is  the  number  of  the  Emperor’s  attendants,  in  general,  at  a 
hunt- 

In 
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^  In  England,  when  a  King  a  deer  unharbours, 
i  he  fport  a  half  a  dozen  butchers  lhare  ; 

Of  fmutty  chimney-fweeps  perchaunce  a  pair  ; 
With  probably  a  brace  or  two  of  barbers. 

\\  hat  though  *tis  not  quite  royal— ft. ill  we  boaft 
Of  gaining  glorious  fun  with  little  coft. 

The  pocket  is  a  very  ferious  matter _ 

SmaU  beer  allayeth  thirft-^nay,  fimple  water. 

The  fplendor  of  a  chace,  or  feaft,  or  ball, 
Though  ftrong,  are  palling,  momentary  rays— 

1  he  Juftre  of  a  little  hour  j  that’s  all _ 

While  guineas  with  eternal  fplendor  blaze. 


ODE  IV. 


Peter  breaketh  out  into  a  ftrange  rhapfody,  fi  unlik 
Peter,  who  chrifleneth  himfdf  the  P0Et  of  tb 

EaPr  advifeih  the  Emperor  to  actions  neve 

prachfed  by  Kings  /—Is  it ,  or  is  it  not,  one  continues 
vein  oj  happy  Irony  f 

GIVE  nothing  from  thy  privy  purfe  away, 

I  fay — 

Nay,  fhould  thy  coffers  and  thy  bags  run  o'er, 

JS/egleci  or  penfion  Merit  on  the  Poor. 

not  to  Hoipitals — thy  Name's  enough  : 
o  death-face  Famine,  not  a  pinch  offnufF— 

On  Wealth  thy  quarry,  keep  a  falcon-vietv. 

And  from  thy  very  children  Seal  th-ir  dw 


Should/! 
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Shouldit  thou,  in  hunts,  be  tumbled  from  thy  horie. 
Unlucky,  ’rnidft  fome  river’s  rapid  courfe  ; 

Though  fharp  between  t hyfelf  and  Death  the  ftrife, 
Give  not  the  Page  a  joys  that  faves  thy  life. 

Should  Love  allure  thee  to  fome  Fair-one’s  arms. 
Who  yields  thee  all  the  luxury  of  charms, 

And  deluges  thy  panting  heart  with  billies  ; 

Take  not  a  fixpence  from  thy  groaning  cheif, 

To  buy  a  ribbon  for  the  fragrant  breaft 

That  fweIJ’d  with  all  its  ardour  to  thy  kilTes. 

Buy  not  a  garland  for  her  Rowing  hair  ; 

Buy  net  of  mittins,  or  of  gloves,  a  pair,. 

To  fhield  her  hands  from  froft,  or  Summer’s  ray  ;• 
Buy  not  a  bonnet  to  defend  her  face, 

Nor  ’kerchief  to  protect  each  fnowy  grace, 

And  deck  her  on  fome  rural  holiday. 

But  fuller  her  in  homely  geer  to  p-iney 
In  fimple  elegance  where  others  Jhine. 

Thou  probably  rnayft  anfwor,  with  a  groan, 
u  What  !  give  a  vile  contagion  to  the  throne  ! 

£c  Perdition  catch  the  wealth,  in  heaps  that  lies, 

<c  Whilft  trodden  Merit  lifts  her  afking  eyes. 

a  That  calf,  fhall  gariih  Ostentation  grin, 
u  Deck’d  by  the  fweat  of  Labour’s  fun-burnt  fkin, 
u  Poor  cart-horfe,  envied  e’en  his  very  oats  ? 

£t  Heav’ns  !  fhall  tills  Mummer  Ostentation  cry, 
ct  Roaft  in  the  fun,  thou  Mob,  in  afhes  lie  ; 

u  Mine  be  the  guineas.  Slave,  and  thine  the  groats 


“  Mine  be  the  luxury  of  wine  and  oil, 
u  Thine  that  I  condefcend  to  drink  thy  toil.” 

Ah  !  fay’d:  thou  thus  ? — -dares  honour  this  high  pitch  ? 
Then,  noble  Fmp’po?.,  theu  wilt  ne’er  be  rich . 


Gold 
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Gold  fhould  not  gather  in  a  fubjeffs  cheft — 

The  crew  grows  mutinous — it  cannot  reft  ; 

It  talketh  of  equality ,  indeed  ! 

No,  let  the  Monarch's  bags  and  coffers  hold 
The  flatt’ring,  mighty,  nay,  ^//-mighty  gold  ; 

On  this  (hall  brawny  Pow’r  his  ftnews  feed; 

Jove’s  eagle  near  the  throne,  with  eye  of  fire, 

The  vengeance-bearer  of  the  royal  ire  ! 

Enrich  the  realm,  Subordination  dies — 

Wealth  gives  awing  that  dajhes  at  the  /kies. 

Blufti  not,  though  up  to  neck,  to  nofe,  in  gold. 

To  let  thy  fav’rite  Mandarine  be  told, 

“  The  Emp’ror  pants  for  money — hunt  about 
And  fhould  thy  Minifter,  with  impious  breath, 

Say,  u  Sire,  we’ve  fqueez’d  the  people  nigh  to 
death” — 

Off  with  the  villain’s  head,  or  kick  him  out. 

’Tis  pleafant  to  look  down  upon  the  hovely 
And  count  the  royal  treafure  with  a  /hovel ! 

Pleafant  to  mark  the  whites  of  wifhing  eyes, 

And  hear  of  Poverty  the  fruitlefs  fighs  ! 

Grand,  on  their  knees  to  fee  the  million  cow’r  ! 

Pale,  ftarv’d  fubmiflion  is  the  feaft  of  Pow’r. 

Pr’ythee,  to  Europe  come,  Kien  Long,  with  fpeed  : 
We’ll  give  thee  much  inftrucftion  on  this  head  ; 

Nay,  /ome  examples  alfo  {hall  be  brought, 

Which  beats  a  cold  dry  precept  all  to  nought. 

Precept’s  a  pigmy,  he&ick,  weak,  and  flight; 
Example  is  a  giant  in  his  might. 

Then,  pr’ythee,  to  our  Europe  hafte  to  ftare  ; 

Lo,  Europe  (hall  produce  thee  /uch  a  Pair  ! 

A  Pair  !  to  whom  lean  Av’rice  is  a  fool, 

And  means  to  take  a  leffon  from  their  /chool. 
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O  D  E  V. 


Pet  er  giveth  an  account  of  the  expedition  of  Lord  Ma¬ 
cartney,  and ,  contrary  to  the  tenor  of  the  preceding 
Ode ,  abfolutely  recommendeth  Generosity  to  the 
Emperor. 


KIEN  LONG,  our  great  great  People,  and 
’Squire  Pitt, 

Fam’d  through  the  univerfe  for  faying  wit , 

Have  heard  uncommon  tales  about  thy  wealth  ; 

And  now  a  veflel  have  they  fitted  out, 

Making  for  good  Kien  Long  a  monftrous  rout, 

To  trade,  and  beg,  and  afk  about  his  health. 

This,  to  rry  fimple  and  uncanny ing  mind, 

Seems  economical  and  very  kind  ! 

And  now,  great  Emperor  of  China,  fay, 

What  handfome  things  haft  thou  to  give  away  ? 

Accept  a  proverb  out  of  Wisdom’s  fchools — 

<  Barbers  firft  learn  to  ftiave,  by  {having  Fools.' 

Pitt  fhav’d  our  faces  firft,  and  made  us  grin — 
Next  the  poor  French — and  now  the  hopeful  Lad, 
Ambitious  of  the  honour,  feemeth  mad 
To  try  this  razor’s  edge  upon  thy  chim 

<* 

Thee  as  a  generous  Prince  we  all  regard; 

For  ev’ry  prefent,  lo,  returning  double — 

’Tis  therefore  thought  that  thou  wilt  well  reward 
The  fj'tp  and  Lord  Macartney  for  their  trouble. 

And 
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And  now  to  George  and  Charlotte  what  the  pre¬ 
fen  ts  ? 

No  humming-birds,  we  beg- — no  owls,  no  pheafants  ; 
Such  gifts  will  put  the  palace  in  a  fweat — 

For  God’s  fake  fend  us  nothing  that  can  cat. 

tc  What  gifts,  I  wonder,  will  thy  King  and  Queen 
“  Send  to  Kien  Long?” — thou  cry’ll. — Not  much,  I 
ween  ; 

They  can’t  afford  it ;  they  are  very  poor — 

And  though  they  fhine  in  fo  fublime  a  llation, 

They  are  the  poorefit  people  in  the  nation, 

So  wide  of  Charity  their  neat  f  trap-door  !  !  ! 

Our  King  may  fend  a  dozen  cocks  and  hens  ; 

Perhaps  a  pig  or  two  of  his  own  breeding ; 

Perhaps  a  pair  of  turkies  from  his  pens ; 

Perhaps  a  duck  of  his  own  feeding — 

Or  pojfibly  a  half  a  dozen  geefe, 

Worth  probably  a  half  a  crown  a-piece; 

And  that  he  probably  may  deem  enough 
Her  gracious  Majesty  may  condefcend 
Her  precious  compliments  to  fend, 

Tack’d  to  a  pound  or  two  of  fnufl  : 

The  hillory  of  Strelitz  too,  perhaps; 

A  place  that  cuts  a  figure  in  the  Maps. 

Molt  mighty  Emp’ror,  be  thou  not  afraid 
That  we  lhall  generofity  upbraid  : 

Send  heaps  of  things — poh  !  never  heed  the  mea- 
fure— 

If  Palaces  won’t  hold  the  precious  things, 

Behold,  the  bell  of  Queens  and  eke  of  Kings 
Will  build  them  Barns  to  hold  the  treafure. 

■f  Reader,  this  expreflion  is  uncommonly  beautiful. — The  tr.cjl  fecrei 
charities  are  generally  the  largeit,  and  moll  acceptable  to  God. 

T)  z  I  know 
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I  know  thy  delicacy’s  fuch, 

Thou  fancied:  thou  cand:  fend  too  much— 

But  as  I  know  the  Great  Ones  of  our  ifle, 

The  very  thought  indeed  would  make  them  fmile„ 

Lord  !  couldft  thou  fend  the  Chinefe  Empire  o’er, 

So  hungry,  we  fhould  gape  for  more  : 

Yes,  couldd:  thou  pack  the  Chinefe  Empire  up, 

We’d  make  no  more  on’t  than  a  China  cup ; 

Ev’n  then  My  Lady  Schwellenberg  would  bawl, 
<c  Gate  dem  de  Jhahby  fella— vat y  dis  all  ?” 

Whales  very  rarely  make  a  hearty  meal — * 

Thus  Princes  an  eternal  hunger  feel ; 

Moreover,  fond  of  good  things  gratis  ; 

Whofe  lfomach’s  motto  fhould  be,  nunquam  fatis . 

Then  load  away  with  rarities  the  fhip, 

And  let  us  cry,  u  She  made  a  handfome  tripf 
But  mind,  no  humming-birds,  apes,  owls,  mackaws  \ 
The  dev’l  take  prefents  that  can  wag  their  jaws. 


ODE 


O  D  E. 


Simplicity,  I  dote  upon  thy  tongue  ; 

And  thee,  O  white-rob’d  Truth,  I’ve  rev’renc’d 
long— 

I  m  fond  too  of  that  flafhy  varlet  Wit, 
vYho  fkims  earth,  fea,  heav’n,  hell,  exigence  o'er 
To  put  the  merry  table  in  a  roar, 

And  Ihake  the  ffdes  with  laugh-convuliing  fit. 


O  yes  !  in  fweet  Simplicity  I  glory — 
To  her  we  owe  a  charming  little  ftory. 


mrrtm 


WILLIAM  PE  NR ,  NATHAN , 

AND  THE  BAILIFF , 

A  TALE. 

AS  well  as  I  can  recoiled!. 

It  is  a  ftory  of  fam’d  William  Penn, 

By  bailiffs  oft  befet,  without  effedl, 

Like  numbers  of  our  Lords  and  Gentlemen— 

William  had  got  a  private  hole  to  fpy 

The  folks  who  came  with  writs,  or  c  How  d’ye  do  ?* 
PoiTefflng,  too,  a  penetrating  eye, 

F riends  from  his  foes  the  Quaker  quickly  knew. 

A  bailiff* 


I 
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A  bailiff  in  difguife  one  day, 

Though  not  difguis’d  to  our  friend  Will, 

Came,  to  Will’s  fhoulders  compliments  to  pay, 

Conceal’d,  the  catchpole  thought,  with  wond’rous 
fkill. 

Boldly  he  knock’d  at  William’s  door, 

Dreft  like  a  gentleman  from  top  to  toe, 

Expecting  quick  admittance,  to  be  fure — 

But  no  ! 

N 

Will’s  fervant  Nathan,  with  a  ftrait-hair’d  head, 
Unto  the  window  gravely  {talk’d,  not  ran — 

a  Matter  at  home  ?”  the  Bailiff  fweetly  faid — 

w  Thou  canft  not  fpeak  to  him,”  replied  the  Man.  - 

cc  What,”  quoth  the  Bailiff,  c<  won’t  he  fee  me  then  ?” 
a  Nay,  fnuttled  Nathan,  cc  let  it  not  thus  ftrike 
tc  thee  ; 

cc  Know,  verily,  that  William  Penn 

a  Hath  feen  thee,  but  he  doth  not  like  thee-” 
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TO  A  FLY, 

TAKEN  OUT  OF  A  BOWL  OF  PUNCH. 


Ah  !  poor  intoxicated  little  knave. 

Now  fenfelefs,  floating  on  the  fragrant  wave; 

Why  not  content  the  cakes  alone  to  munch  ? 

Dearly  thou  pay’d:  for  buzzing  round  the  bowl ; 

Lofl:  to  the  world,  thou  bufy  fweet-lipp’d  foul — 

Thus  Death,  as  well  as  Pleafure,  dwells  witji  Punch. 

Now  let  me  take  thee  out,  and  moralife — 

Thus  ’tis  with  mortals,  as  it  is  with  flies, 

Forever  hankering  after  Pleafure’s  cup: 

Though  Fate,  with  all  his  legions,  be  at  hand, 

The  beafts,  the  draught  of  Circe  can’t  withlland. 

But  in  goes  every  nofe — they  muft ,  will  nip. 

Mad  are  the  paflions,  as  a  colt  untam’d  ! 

When  Prudence  mounts  their  backs,  to  ride  them 
mild, 

They  fling,  they  fnort,  they  foam,  they  rife  inflam’d, 
Infilling  on  their  own  foie  will  fo  wild. 

Gadlbud  !  my  buzzing  friend,  thou-art  not  dead  ; 

Thy  Fates,  fo  kind,  have  not  yet  flipp’d  thy  thread— 
By  heav’ns,  thou  mov’d:  a  leg,  and  now  its  brother. 

And  kicking,  lo,  again  thou  mov’d:  another  I 

And  now  thy  little  drunken  eyes  unclofe  ; 

And  now  thou  feeled:  for  thy  little  nofe, 

And  tincing  it,  tnou  rubbed:  thy  two  hands  ; 

Much  as  to  fay,  “  I’m  glad  I’m  here  again” — 

And  well  mayfl:  tnou  rejoice — ’tis  very  plain, 

That  near  wert  thou  to  Death’s  unfocial  lands. 


And 
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And  now  thou  rolleft  on  thy  back  about, 

Happy  to  find  thyfelf  alive,  no  doubt — 

Now  turneft — on  the  table  making  rings  j 
Now  crawling,  forming  a  wet  track, 

Now  fhaking  the  rich  liquor  from  thy  back, 

Now  fluttering  ne&ar  from  thy  filken  wings  : 

Now  ftanding  on  thy  head,  thy  ftrength  to  find, 
And  poking  out  thy  fmall,  long  legs  behind  ; 

And  now  thy  pinions  doft  thou  brifkly  ply ; 
Preparing  now  to  leave  me — farewell,  Fly  ! 

Go,  join  thy  brothers  on  yon  funny  board, 

And  rapture  to  thy  family  afford — 

There  wilt  thou  meet  a  miftrefs,  or  a  wife, 
That  faw  thee  drunk,  drop  fenfelefs  in  the  ftream ; 
Who  gave,  perhaps,  the  wide-refounding  fcream, 
And  now  fits  groaning  for  thy  precious  life. 

Yes,  go  and  carry  comfort  to  thy  friends, 

A.nd  wifely  tell  them  thy  imprudence  ends. 

Let  buns  and  fugar  for  the  future  charm ; 

Thefe  will  delight,  and  feed,  and  work  no  harm— 

W  hi  111  Punch,  the  grinning  merry  imp  of  fin, 
Invites  th*  unwary  wand’rer  to  a  kifs, 
f  miles  in  his  face,  as  though  he  meant  him  blifs, 
Then,  like  an  Alligator,  drags  him  in. 


/ 
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■ 

ELEGY 


TO  THE 

FLEAS  QF  TENER1FFE. 


Written  in  the  Tear  1768,  at  Santa  Cruz,  in  Com¬ 
pany  with  a  Son  of  the  late  Admiral  Bose  a  wen,  at 
tht'  Houfe  of  Mr .  Mackerrick,  a  Merchant  of 
that  Place . 


YE  hopping  natives  of  a  hard,  hard  bed, 

Whofe  bones,  perch  ounce ,  may  ache  as  well  as  ours, 

O  let  us  reft  in  peace  the  weary  head, 

TJois  night — the  firft  we  ventur’d  to  your  bow’rs. 

Thick  as  a  flock  of  ftarlings  on  our  (kins, 

Y e  turn  at  once  to  brown,  the  lily’s  white  ; 

Ye  ftab  us  alfo,  like  fo  many  pins — 

Sleep  fwears  he  can’t  come  near  us  whilft  ye  bite. 

In  vain  we  preach — in  vain  the  candle’s  ray 
Broad  flafhes  on  the  imps,  for  blood  that  itch — 

In  vain  we  brufh  the  bufy  hofts  away  j 

Fearlefs,  on  other  parts  their  thoufands  pitch. 

And  now  I  hear  a  hungry  varlet  cry, 

u  Eat  hearty,  Fleas — they’re  fome  Outlandifti  Men— 

4C  Fat  ftuff — no  Spaniards  all  fo  lean  and  dry — 
u  Such  charming  ven’fon  ne’er  may  come  agen/’ 
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How  ill  all  we  meet  the  morn  ? — With  fhameful  eyes  ! 

With  nibbled  hands,  and  eke  with  nibbled  faces, 

Juft  like  two  turkey-eggs,  we  fpeckled  rife, 

Scorn’d  by  the  Loves,  and  mock’d  by  all  the  Graces. 

What  will  the  {lately  Nymph,  Joanna*,  fay  ? 

How  will  the  beauteous  Catherina  *  flare  1 
“  Away,  ye  nafly  Britons — foh  !  away,” 

In  founds  of  horror  will  exclaim  the  Fair. 

What  though  we  tell  them  ’twas  Mackerrick’s  f 
bed  ? 

What  though  we  fwear  ’twere  all  Mackerrick’s 
fleas  ? 

I  ifgufled  will  the  Virgins  turn  the  head  ; 

No  more  we  kifs  their  fingers  on  our  knees. 

No  more  our  groaning  verfes  greet  their  hand ; 

No  more  they  liflen  to  our  panting  profe  ; 

No  more  beneath  their  window  fhall  we  fland, 

And  ferenade  their  beauties  to  repofe. 

The  Conversation!  J  meet  their  end  ; 

The  love-infpir’d  Fandapgo  warms  no  more  ; 

The  laugh,  the  nod,  the  whifper,  will  offend  ; 

The  leer,  the  fquint,  the  fqueezes,  all  be  o’er. 

But,  O  ve  ruthlefs  hofls,  an  Arab  train, 

Ye  daring  light-troops  of  that  roving  race, 

Know  ye  the  flrangers  whom  with  blood  ye  {lain? 
Knew  ye  the  voyagers  ye  thus  difgrace  ? 

I 

One  is  a  Doctor,  of  redoubted  fkiil, 

A  Briton  born,  that,  dauntlefs  deals  in  death ; 

Who  to.  the  Weflern  Ind  proceeds  to  kill, 

And,  probably,  of  thoufands  flop  the  breath  : 

\ 

*  Young  Spanifh  Ladies  of  the  fi'-ft  faftiion. 

|  He  is  a  }>riuci-pal  man  in  the  ifiand,  and  much  refpc&ed. 

}  At  liis  Excellency’s  the  Governor. 


A  Bard 


[  27  ] 

A  Bard,  whofe  wing  of  thought,  and  verfe  of  fire, 
Shall  bid  with  wonder  all  Parnassus  ftart; 

A  Bard,  whofe  comerfe  Monarchs  ihall  admire, 
And,  happy,  learn  his  lofty  Odes  by  heart  *. 

Fhe  other,  lo,  a  Pupil  rare  of  Mars, 

A  youth  who  kindles  with  a  Father’s  flame; 
Boscawen  call’d,  who  fought  a  kingdom’s  wars, 
And  gave  to  Inunortality  a  name. 

Lo,  fuch  are  we ,  freebooters,  whom  ye  bite  ! 

Such  is  our  Britifh  Quality,  O  Fleas  !  — 

Then  fpare  our  tender  fkins  this  one,  one  night — 
To-morrow  eat  Mackerrick,  if  ye  pleafe. 

•  # 

*  Part  of  this  prophecy  has  been  amply  verified. 
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The  prcfent  unnatural  and  fatal  enmity  towards  thofe  bejt 
creatures  in  the  worlds  Kings  and  Queens,  putting 
our  moft  august  Couple  more  on  their  guard  againjl 
evil  machinations,  hy  f electing  Mr.  Townsend,  Mr. 
Macmanus,  and  Mr.  Jealous,  the  moft  accom - 
plijhed  Thief-takers  upon  earth ,  to  watch  over  them  as 
a  Garde  de  corps  :  fuch  an  important  circumftance ,  fo 
illuminative  of  the  hijiorical  page ,  could  not  efcape  the 
eagle  eye  of  the  Lyric  Bard,  who ,  in  confequence , 
has  acldrejfed  an  Ode  of  praife  and  admonition  to  the 
three  aforefaid  Gentlemen.  ’ 


ODE 

T  O 

Messrs.  TOWNSEND,  MACMANUS, 
AND  JEALOUS, 

The  Thief-takers  and  Attendants  on  MAJESTY. 

V 

X  E  friends  to  Justice  Gibbet,  Justice  Jail, 
And  Justice  Cart’s  flow-moving  tail, 

Accept  the  Bard’s  fmcere  congratulation — - 
Ye  glorious  imps,  of  thief-fuppreffing  fpirit. 

Elected,  for  your  moft  heroic  merit, 

The  Guardians  of  the  Rulers  of  the  Nation. 

When  Blood,  that  enterprifing  Chap, 

Attempted  only  on  the  crown  a  rape, 

Pale  Horror  rais’d  her  hands,  and  roll’d  her  eyes — 
But  fhould  fome  knave ,  with  fingers  moft  unclean, 

Attempt 
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Attempt  to  fteal  away  our  King  and  Queen, 

How  would  the  Empire  in  diforder  rife  ! 

Juft  like  the  nations  of  the  honied  hive, 

Who,  if  they  lofe  their  Sov’reign,  never  thrive , 

At  midnight,  lo,  fome  knave  might  fteal  fo  fly, 

In  filence,  on  the  royal  fleepy  eye, 

And,  giving  to  his  facrilege  a  loofe, 

Bear  off  the  mighty  IVlonarch  on  his  back, 

Juft  as  fly  Reynard ,  in  his  night  attack, 

Bears  from  the  farmer’s  yard  a  gentle  goo fe. 

/ 

Ye  glorious  thief-takers,  O  watch  the  Pair  \ 

We  cannot  fuch  a  precious  couple  fpare — 

O,  cat-like,  guard  the  door  againft  Tom  Paine  : 
Tom  Paine’s  an  artful  and  rebellious  dog, 

Swears  that  -a  facred  throne  is  but  a  log, 

And  Monarchs  too  expenfive  to  maintain. 

I  know  their  Majefties  are  in  a  fright  ; 

I  know  they  very  badly  fleep  at  night — 

Tom  Paine’s  indeed  a  moft  terrific  word  ; 

A  name  of  fear,  that  founds  in  ev’ry  wind, 

A  goblin  damn’d,  that  haunts  the  royal  mind  ; 

Of  Damocles,  the  hair-fufpended  fword. 

Why  fnould  our  glorious  Sov’reigns  be  unbleft  ? 

Why  by  a  paltry  fubjedl  be  diftreft  ? 

Is  there  no  poifon  for  Tom  Paine  r — alas  i 
Is  there  no  halter  for  this  knave  of  knaves  r 
Audacious  fellow  !  lo,  the  Crown  he  braves, 

And  calls  the  Kingdom  a  poor  burden’d  afs. 

For  this  poor  burden’d  afs,  he  fwears  he  feels, 

And  bids  him  lift,  a  regicide,  his  heels. 

What  a  bright  thought  in  George  and  Charlotte, 
Who,  to  efcape  each  wicked  varlet, 
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And  difappoint  Tom  Paine’s  difloyal  crew, 

Fix’d  on  the  brave  Macmanus,  Townsend,  Jea¬ 
lous, 

Delightful  company,  delicious  fellows, 

To  point  out,  ev’ry  minute,  who  is  who  ! 

To  huftle  from  before  their  noble  Graces, 

Rafcals  with  ill-looking  defigning  faces, 

Where  treafon,  murder,  and  fedition,  dwell ; 

To  give  the  life  of  ev’ry  Newgate  wretch  ; 

To  fay  who  next  the  fatal  cord  fhall  ftretch — 

The  fweet  hiftorians  of  the  penfive  cell. 

O  with  what  joy  felonious  a£ts  ye  view  ! 

How  pleas’d,  a  thief  or  highwayman  to  hunt  ! 

Bleft  as  Cornwallis  Tippoo  to  purfue  ; 

Bleff  as  old  Purs’ram  Bhow,  and  Hurry  Punt  ! 

How  itch  your  fingers  to  entrap  a  thief ! 

How  nimbly  you  purfue  him  ! — with  what  foul 
Track  him  from  haunt  to  haunt,  to  mercy  deaf, 

And  drag  at  lafit  the  felon  from  his  hole  ! 

Thus  when  a  Chambermaid  a  Flea  efpies, 

How  beats  her  heart !  what  lightnings  fill  her  eyes  ! 

To  feize  him,  lo,  her  twinkling  fingers  fpread, 

And  flop  his  travels  through  the  realms  of  bed. 

He  hops — the  eager  damfel  marks  the  jump; 

Now  fudden  falls  in  thunder  on  his  rump — 

She  miffes — off  hops  Bloodsucker  again: 

The  nymph  with  wild  alacrity  purfues  ; 

Now  lofes  fight  of  him,  and  now  gets  views, 

Whilft  all  her  trembling  nerves  with  ardour  ftrain* 

Now  fairly  tir’d,  with  melancholy  face, 

Poor  fighing  Susan  quits  th’  important  chace  : — 

Once  more  refolv’d,  fhe  brightens  up  her  wits, 

Ana,  furious,  to  her  lovely  fingers  fpits — 
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Thrice  happy  thought !  yet,  not  to  flatter, 

’Tis  not  the  cleanlieft  trick  in  nature. 

Now  in  the  blanket  deep  (he  fees  him  hide, 

Who,  winking,  fancieth  Susan  cannot  fee; 

Now  Susan  drags  him  forth,  with  victor  pride, 

The  culprit  crufheth  ;  and  thus  falls  the  Flea  ! 

What  pity  ’tis  for  this  important  nation, 

The  Princes  all  have  had  their  education  ! 

What  pounds  on  Gottingen  were  thrown  away  ! 

How  had  ye  moralis’d  their  youngling  hearts, 

How  had  ye  giv’n  an  inlight  of  the  Arts, 

Se  neceflary,  Sirs,  for  fov ’reign  fway  ! 

Cunning’s  a  pretty  monitor  for  Kings  ; 

She  teacheth  moft  extraordinary  things ; 

She  keepeth  fubjecfs  in  their  proper  fphere  ; 

She  brings  that  fool,  the  Million,  tame  to  hand, 

To  dance,  to  kneel,  to  proftrate  at  command — * 

A  Kingdom  is  a  Monarch’s  dancing  bear. 

By  means  of  this  fame  humble  capering;  beatt. 

What  royal  fhowmen  fill  their  fobs,  and  featt  ! 

O  tell  the  world’s  great  Matters,  not  to  [pare— 

A  fubje&’s  murmur  is  beneath  their  care  : 

When  well  accuftom’d  to  the  bufy  thong;, 

Flogging’s  a  matter  of  mere  fport — a  fong. 

All  know  the  tale  of  Betty  and  trie  Eel— 

“  You  cruel  b — h  (a  man  was  heard  to  fay) 
u  To  ferve  poor  creatures  in  that  horrid  way  !” 

“  Lord,  Sir  1”  quoth  Betty,  turning  on  her  heel, 
The  eels  are  us'd  to  it  !”— — lo  faying;, 

And  humming  fa  ira ,  continued  fiay  '.nj. 

O  how  I  envy  you  each  happy  namb  ! 
i  ime  ttiall  not  eat  the  mountain  of  your  fame  ; 

■*-« 
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F or  thus  myfelf  your  Epitaph  fhall  write. 

And  dare  the  vile  old  ftone-eater  to  cat. 

THE  EPITAPH. 

<c  Here  lie  three  crimps  of  death,  knock’d  down  by 
Fate  ; 

“  Of  Juflice  the  ftaunch  blood-hounds  too,  fo  keen  ; 

<c  Who  choak’d  the  little  plund’rers  of  the  State, 
u  And,  glorious,  fav’d  a  mighty  King  and  Queen.” 


Behold,  the  Guards,  fo  difappointed,  mourn! 

With  jealoufy  their  glorious  bofoms  burn, 

To  find  by  you ,  dread  Sirs,  ufurp’d  their  places  : 
u-  What !  not  the  regiments  of  Death  be  trufted  ! 
u  By  Thief-takers,  O  Jefu  !  to  be  oufted  ! 

u  Thief-catchers  Gardes  de  corps  unto  their  Graces !” 

Thus,  thus  exclaim  the  angry  men  in  red, 

Who,  with  their  fwords  and  guns,  may  go  to  bed* 

Gods  !  how  I  envy  our  great  folk  their  joys  ! 

Your  tales  of  houfe-breakers,  thofe  nighly  curfes  ; 

Of  Heroes  of  the  Heath,  Saint  Giles’s  boys  ; 

Hift’ries  of  pocket-handkerchiefs  and  purfes. 

-  « 

O  for  minas-royal,  what  delightful  food  ! 

Stories  furpafling  thofe  of  Robin  Hood. 

Sweet  are  of  flight-hand  Barrington  the  tales  ; 

Of  changeful  Major  Semple,  charming  too  ! 
Delicious  fcory  through  each  Hulk  prevails, 

F  nil  of  inffrudl ion,  pleafant,  fage,  and  new. 

Hence  the  pure  ftreams  of  thieving  fcience  flow, 

Which  through  your  mouths  to  gaping  Monarchs  go ; 

And 
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And  frequently  the  royal  gaze,  ye  greet 
With  curious  inllruments,  for  robbing  meet. 

Who  would  not  wifh  to  fee  the  gliding  crook, 
With  whom  the  purfes  oft  in  filence  ftray  ? 
Who  would  not  on  the  tools  with  rapture  look, 
That  from  poft-chaifes  fnap  the  trunks  away  ? 

Who  would  not  cpe  falfe  dice,  ingenious  bones  ? 

A  curious  fpeculation,  worthy  thrones. 

Laugh  the  loud  world,  and  let  it  laugh  again  ; 
The^GREAT  of  Windsor  fhail  fuch  mirth  difdain- 
In  days  of  yore ,  dull  days,  infipid  tnings, 

Kin£S  trufted  only  to  a  People's  love — 

But  modern  times  in  politics  improve, 

And  Bow-Jlreet  Runners  are  the  fhields  of  Kings. 
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ODE  TO  C  /EL  I  A 


jt^NVY  muft  own  that  thou  art  palling  fair  ; 
Love  in  thy  fmiles,  and  Juno  in  thy  air  : 

Yet,  CiELiA,  if  with  Gods  1  may  be  free, 

I  think  that  Jove  commits  a  fort  of  fin, 

By  dripping  all  the  Graces  to  the  (kin. 

Merely  to  make  a  nonpareille  of  thee . 

Cjelia,  thou  knowefl  too  that  thou  art  pleafmg  ; 
Moll'  fpider-like,  the  hearts  of  mortals  feizing  ; 

And  what  too  maketh  me  confounded  four, 
Thou  knowefl  what  I  wrifh  to  hide, 

Which  rather  mortifies  my  pride, 

That  I’m  a  fimple  fly,  and  in  thy  pow’r. 

When  Nature  fent  thee  blooming  from  above. 

She  meant  thee  to  fuppcrt  the  caufe  of  Love ; 

To  keep  alive  a  beautiful  creation — - 
Thy  graces  hoarded,  girl,  thou  itufl  be  told. 

Are  really  like  the  fordid  Miser’s  gold, 
Worthlefs,  for  want  of  circulation. 

Behold  !  a  guinea,  by  a  proper  ufe, 

Another  pretty  guinea  will  produce  ; 

And  thus,  O  peerlefs  girl,  thy  beauty 
May  bring  thee  cent .  per  cent,  within  the  year  \ 
That  is,  another  beauty  may  appear, 

If  properly  it  minds  its  duty. 
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Of  wonder,  lo,  thou  putteft  on  the  flare — 

It  feems  a  dark  and  intricate  affair; 

Thou  wantefl  a  good,  able,  found  advifer— 
Well,  then,  my  dear,  at  once  agree, 

As  chamber-z ounfel  to  take  me\ 

I  know  none  better  qualified,  nor  wifer. 
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T  O  A 

PRETTY  MILLINER. 


O  NYMPH,  with  bandbox  tripping  on  fo  fweet. 
For  Love’s  fake,  Hay  thofe  pretty  tripping  feet, 
Join’d  to  an  ancle,  form’d  all  hearts  to  Ileal — • 
That  ancle  to  the  neateft  leg  united, 

Perhaps — with  which  I  fhould  be  much  delighted, 
For  men  by  little  matters  guefs  a  deal — i 

'VE  lent  thee  lips,  and  lent  that  bloom  divine — ■ 
dearefl  Damfel,  what  can  make  them  mine  ? 
Jrieav’n  refts  upon  thofe  heaving  hills  of  fnow  ; 
te  fafeinating  dimple  in  thy  chin ; 

'  rort,  thy  charms  without,  and  charms  within, 
peak,  are  they  purchafable  ? — -aye,  or  no  ? 

r*  _ 

u  fee  ft  my  foul  wild  flaring  from  my  eyes  ; 
t  me  not  eurft  in  ignorance,  fair  Maid — - 
(  :  iheweft  thou,  O  peerlefs  Nymph,  furprife  ? 
.on  no  wolf  to  eat  thee — why  afraid  ? 

.1  gai  by  gold  thofe  heav’nly  charms  ! 

)ki  once  give  thee  to  my  eager  arms, 
guineas  would  I  coin  my  heart  j 
I  uld  I  pour  pell-mell  into  thy  lap, 

,  n.;e  cc  walce  to  love,  and  then  to  nap, 
n  w  ane  again — again  to  deep  depart. 


All 
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All  happy  circled  in  thy  arms  of  bliis  r 
To  fnatch,  with  riot  wild,  thy  burning  kiis  ; 

A  kifs  ! — a  thoujand  kiffes  let  me  add — 

' Ten  thou  [and  from  thy  unexhaufted  mint, 

And  then  ten  thoufand  of  my  own  imprint — 

Speak,  tempting  Syren,  to  a  fwain  Park  mad. 

Heav’ns  !  o’er  thy  cheek  how  deep  the  crimfcn  glows, 
And  fpreads  upon  thy  breaft  of  pureft  fnows  ! 

Why  mute,  my  Angel  ?  thou  difdain’ft  reply  ! 

’S death  !  what  a  cuckoo,  what  a  rogue  am  i  ! 

O  Nymph,  fo  fweet,  forgive  my  wild  defires  5 
That  knave,  thy  bandbox,  wak’d  my  lawiefs  fires, 

Bade  me  fupecf  what  Chastity  reveres  : — 

What  will  wipe  out  th’  affront,  O  V  irgin,  fpeak, 

That  flufh’d  the  rofe  of  virtue  on  thy  cheek, 

Chill’d  thy  young  heart,  and  dafh’d  thine  eye  with 
tears  ? 

Go,  guard  that  honour  which  I  deem’d  departed — 

O  yield  thy  beauties  to  fome  fwain  kind-hearted, 

Whofe  foul  congenial  fhall  with  thine  unite, 

And  Love  allow  no  refpite  from  delight. 

A  MORAL  AFTER-THOUGHT  on  the  above. 

DEAR  In  nocence,  where’er  thou  deign’ft  to  dwell, 
The  Pleasures  fport  around  thy  fimple  cell  ; 

The  fong  of  Nature  melts  from  grove  to  grove ; 
Perpetual  funfhine  fits  upon  thy  vale ; 

Content  and  ruddy  Health  thy  hamlet  hail, 

And  Echo  waits  upon  the  voice  of  Love. 

% 

But  where — but  where  is  fcowling  Guilt’s  abode? 
The  fpectred  heath,  and  Danger’s  cavern’d  read  ; 
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The  fhuffling  monfler  treads  with  panting  breath — ■ 
I  he  cloud-wrapp’d  florm  infulting  roars  around, 
Fear  pales  him  at  the  thunder’s  awful  found, 

He  flares  with  horror  on  the  flafh  of  death. 

He  calls  on  Darkness  with  affright, 

And  bids  her  pour  her  deepefl  night ; 

Her  clouds  impenetrable  bring, 

And  hide  him  with  her  raven  wing  ! 

Are  thefe  the  pi£tures  ?  Then  I  need  not  mufe, 

Nor  gape,  nor  ponder  which  to  choofe — 

O  Innocence,  this  inflant  I’am  thy  flave — 

What  but  the  greateft  fool  would  be  a  knave  t 
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LYRIC  EPISTLE 


T  O 


SIR  WILLIAM  HAMILTON, 


SlR  William  !  what,  a  new  eftate  ! 

I  give  thee  joy  of  f  Gabia’s  fate — 

More  bioken  pans,  more  gods,  more  imp's, 

More  fnivel  bottles,  jordans,  and  old  jugs, 

More  faucepans,  lamps,  and  candlefticks*  and  kettles, 
In  lhort,  all  forts  of  culinary  metals  I 

Leave  not  a  duff-hole  unexplor’d  ; 

Something  fhall  rife  to  be  ador’d _ 

Search  the  old  bedfteads  and  the  ru;js  ; 

Such  things  are  facred — if,  by  chance, 

AmiGiL  the  wood,  thine  eye  fhculd  glance 

On  a  nice  pair  of  antique  bugs  ;  ' 

Oh,  in  fome  box  the  curious  vermin  place, 

And  let  us  Britons  breed  the  Roman  race  ! 

i 

Old  nails,  old  knockers,  and  old  ihoes, 

Would  much  Daines  Barrington  amufe  ; 

Old  matts,  old  dim-clouts,  dripping-pans,  and  lpitc 
Would  prove  delectable  to  other  wits  • 

Gods’  legs,  and  legs  of  old  joint  ftools, 

Would  ravilh  all  cur  antiquarian  fchooJs. 

f  A  newly  difcovered  town,  filler  in  misfortune  to  Herculaneum 
Pompeia,  and  Pseftum.  -tr.uianet.ni, 
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Some  revVend  moth,  with  ne’er  a  wing, 

Would  charm  the  *  Knight  of  Soho-Square  : 

A  headlefs  flea  would  be  a  pretty  thing, 

To  make  the  Knight  of  Wonders  flare. 

f 

A  curl  of  fome  old  Emp’ror’s  -wig, 

Or  Nero’s  fiddle,  ’mid  the  flames  of  Rome, 

That  gave  fo  exquifite  a  jig, 

Believe  me,  would  be  well  worth  fending  home. 

Oh,  if  fome  lumping  rarity  of  gold, 

Thy  lucky  lucky  eyes  by  chance  behold, 

Send  it  to  our  good  K***  and  gracious  Q****  l 
No  matter  what  th’  infeription — -if  there’s  none., 

’Tis  all  one  ! 

Plain  gold  will  pleafe,  as  -well  as  work’d,  I  ween — • 
Much  will  the  prefent  their  great  eyes  regale, 

Let  it  but  cut  a  figure  in  the  feale. 

Oh  !  could  an  earthquake  fliake  down  Wapping, 

And  catch  th’  inhabitants  and  goods  all  napping, 

And  then  a  thoufand  years  the  ruin  fhade, 

What  fortunes  would  be  quickly  made  ! 

What  rare  Mufeums  from  the  rubbifh  rife, 

Wapping  antiquities  to  glad  the  eyes  ! 

How  portraits  of  Moll  Flanders,  Hannah  Snell, 
And  Mifs  D’Eon,  thofe  heroines,  would  fell  ! 

Canning  and  Squires  ! 

How  would  the  dilettanti  of  the  nation 
Devour  the  prints  with  eyes  of  admiration  ! 

And  to  their  merits,  Poets  ftrike  their  lyres  ! 

Sign-pofts,  with  Old  Blue  Boars,  and  Heads  of  Nags, 
Would  from  the  proud  pofleflor  draw  fuch  brags  ! 

Red  Lions,  Crowns  and  Magpies,  George  the  Third — 
The  Cat  and  Gridiron,  our  moft  gracious  Queen, 

With  rapt’rous  adoration  would  be  feen  ; 

They  would,  upon  my  word. 


*  Sir  Jofeph  Banks. 
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Such  would  tranfport  the  people  of  hereafter, 
Though  fubjects  now  of  merriment  and  laughter. 


POSTSCRIPT  (fib  Rofa). 

Hill:  ! — what  frefti  ovens  of  Etrurian  ware; 

What  pretty  jordans  has  my  friend  to  fpare  ? 

What  gods  are  ripe  for  digging  up,  O  Knight  ? 

What  Britons,  knowing  in  the  Vivid  trade. 

Soon  as  a  grand  difcov’ry  fhall  be  made. 

Are  near  thee,  gudgeon-like,  prepar’d  to  bite  ? 

What  brazen  god,  baptis’d  with  chamber  lye  *, 

For  which  the  future  connoijjeurs  may  figh, 

Is  going  into  ground,  with  front  fublime  ? 

Hereafter  to  be  worfhipp’d  foon  as  feen  ; 

A  refurreeftion  rare,  array’d  in  greeil, 

A  downright  fatire  upon  Time  ; 

Who  feems,  a  poor  old  fumbling  fool,  to  dote  ; 

T aking  two  thoufand  years  to  make  a  coat. 

A  whifper — lock’d  is  the  Mufaeum  door  f, 

F rom  whence  antiques  were  wont  to  ftray ; 

Whofe  parents  ne’er  fat  eyes  upon  them  more, 

So  much  the  little  creatures  loft  their  way? 

Pity  thou  could’ft  not  news  of  them  obtain, 

And  fend  the  gods  and  godlings  back  again  ! 

*  Sir  William  keeps  an  old  antiquarian,  to  hunt  for  him, 

who,  when  he  {tumbles  on  a  tolerable  ftatue,  bathes  him  in  urine, 

buries  him,  and  when  ripe  for  digging  up,  they  proclaim  a  great 

difeovery  no  be  made,  and  out  comes  an  antique  for  univeral  admira- 

tion.  ,  ^ 

f  Some  valuable  antiques ,  not  long  fmee,  made  their  efcape  from  the 

Royal  Mufseum,  and  travelled  the  Lord  inozus  ivhere. 
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Sir  William,  what’s  become  of  that  fame  Monk  J, 
From  whofe  old  corner-cupboard,  or  old  trunk, 

Thine  hift’ry  iffued  about  burning  mountains  ? 

For  who  would  toil,  and  fweat,  and  hoe  the  hill. 

To  find,  perhaps,  of  knowledge  a  poor  rill. 

Who  eafil y  can  buy  the  fountains  ? 

O  Knight  of  Naples,  is  it  come  to  pafs, 

That  thou  haft  left  the  gods  of  ftone  and  brafs. 

To  wed  a  deity  of flejh  and  blood  §  ? 

O  lock  the  temple  with  thy  ftrongeft  key, 

For  fear  thy  deity,  a  comely  She, 

Should  one  day  ramble  in  a  frolick  mood, 

F or  fince  the  idols  of  a  youthful  King, 

So  very  volatile  indeed,  take  wing  ; 

If  bis,  to  wicked  wand’rings  can  incline, 

Lord  !  who  would  anfwer,  poor  old  Knight,  for  thine  P 
Yet  Jhould  thy  Grecian  Goddefs  fly  the  fane, 

X  think  that  we  may  catch  her  in  Hedge-Lane  ||, 

- — ■  . . —  ■■■■  — 

EPIGRAM. 

On  a  Jtone  thrown  at  a  very  Great  Man,  but  which 

miffed  him. 

TALK  no  more  of  the  lucky  efcape  of  the  head , 

From  a  flint  fo  unluckily  thrown — • 

I  think  very  different,  with  thoufands  indeed, 

’Twas  a  lucky  efcape  for  the  Stone. 

£  He  lived  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Vefuvius,  and  furnifhed  the 
Knight  with  all  his  volcanic  obfervations,  which  pafs  on  the  world  as 
his  own. — 24am  quod  emis ,  pojjis  dicere  jure  tuum. 

§  It  is  really  true — the  Knight  A  married  to  a  beautiful  virgin^  whom 
he  ftyles  his  Grecian.  Her  attitudes  are  the  molt  defirable  models  for 
young  artifts. 

IS  The  refort  of  the  Cyprian  corps,  an  avenue  that  opens  into  Cock- 

fpur-ftreet. 

4  TO 
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TO  C  H  L  O  E. 

DEAR  Chloe.  well  I  know  the  fwain, 
Who  gladly  would  embrace  thy  chain  } 
And  who,  alas  !  can  blame  him  ? 

Affect  not,  Chloe,  a  furprife ; 

Look  but  a  moment  on  thefe  eyes, 
Thou’lt  afk  me  not,  to  name  him. 


ON  A  NEW-MADE  LORD, 

THE  carpenters  of  ancient  Greece, 

Although  they  bought  of  wood  a  ftubborn  piece. 
Not  fit  to  make  a  block — yet,  very  odd  ! 

No  lofers  were  the  men  of  chipping  trade, 
Becaufe  of  this  fame  ftubborn  ftuft  they  maue 
A  damn’d  good  God  ! 

Thus,  of  the  Lower  Houfe,  a  ftupid  wretch, 
Whofe  mind  to  A,  3,  C,  can  fcarcely  ilretch, 
Shall,  by  a  Monarch's  all-creative  word, 
Become  a  very  decent  Lord. 


TO  MY  CANDLE. 

THOU  lone  companion  of  the  fpectred  nignt, 

I  wake  amid  thy  friendly-watchful  light. 

To  fteal  a  precious  hour  from  lifelefs  deep 
.  Hark,  the  wild  uproar  of  the  winds  !  and  baric, 
Hell’s  genius  roams  the  regions  of  the  dark, 
And  dwells  die  thund’ring  horrors  of  the  Deep. 
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From  cloud  to  cloud  the  pale  moon  hurrying  flies  ; 

Now  blacken’d,  and  now  flawing  through  her  (kies. 

But  all  is  filence  here — beneath  thy  beam, 

I  own  I  labour  for  the  voice  of  praife — 

For  who  would  fink  in  dull  Oblivion’s  dream  ? 

Who  would  not  live  in  fongs  of  didant  days  ? 

Thus  while  I  wond’ring  paufe  o’er  Shakspeare’s 
page, 

I  mark,  in  vifions  of  delight,  the  Sage, 
x  High  o’er  the  wrecks  of  man,  who  (lands  fublime  $ 
A  Column  in  the  melancholy  Wade, 

(Its  cities  humbled,  and  its  glories  pad) 

Majedic,  ’mid  the  folitude  of  Time. 

Yet  now  to  fadnefs  let  me  yield  the  hour — 

Yes,  let  the  tears  of  pured  frienddiip  (how’r. 

I  view,  alas  !  what  ne’er  (hould  die, 

A  Form,  that  wakes  my  deeped  figh  ; 

A  Form,  that  feels  of  Death  the  leaden  deep— 
Defcendirig  to  “he  realms  of  (hade, 

I  view  a  pale-ey’d  panting  Maid  ; 

I  fee  the  Virtues  o’er  their  fav’rite  weep. 

Ah  !  could  the  Muse’s  Ample  pray’r 
Command  the  envied  trump  of  Fame, 

Oblivion  (hould  Eliza  fpare  : 

A  world  (hould  echo  with  her  name. 

Art  thou  departing  too,  my  trembling  friend  ? 

Ah  !  draws  thy  little  ludre  to  its  end  ? 

Yes,  on  thy  frame,  Fate  too  (hall  fix  her  feal— 

O  let  me,  penfive,  watch  thy  pale  decay 
How  fad  that  frame,  fo  tender,  wears  away  ! 

How  fad  thy  life  the  redlefs  minutes  deal  ! 

How  (lender  now,  alas  !  thy  thread  of  fire  ! 

Ah,  falling,  falling,  ready  to  expire  ! 

In 


I 
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In  vain  thy  ftruggies — all  will  foon  be  o’er— 

At  life  thou  fnatcheft  with  an  eager  leap  : 

Now  round  I  fee  thy  flame  fo  feeble  creep, 

Faint,  lefs’ning,  quiv’ring,  glimm’ring— now  no  more  ! 

Thus  fhall  the  funs  of  fcience  flnk  away, 

And  thus  of  Beauty  fade  the  faireft  flow’r — 

For  where’s  the  Giant  who  to  Time  fhall  fay, 

?  Deftru&ive  Tyrant,  I  arrefl;  thy  pow’r 


THE  END, 


